66                          Egloga

When God hath thus fayd to him felf

Then doth the braynleffe foole,
Caft Brydle of, and out he runnes,

neglectynge vertues Scoole,
Then doth the Deuyl geue him lyn$,

and let him rune at large,
And Pleafure makes his Mariner,

to row in vyces Barge,
Then vp the Sayles of wilfulnes.

he hoyfes hie in haft,
And fond Affection blowes hym forth,

a wynd that Pluto plaft,
Then cuttes he fwyft, the feas of fin,

and through the Chanell deape,
With loyful mynd, he fleets a pace,

whom Pleafure bryngs a ileape,
Then who fo happy thinks hym felfe?

who dreames of ioy but he ?
Tufli, turn, fayeth he: to thynk of God,

In age fuffifeth me.
Now wil I paffe my pleafaunt youth,

Such toyes becomes this age,
And God fhall followe me fayth he,

I wyll not be his page,
I wyll be prowd, and looke a loft,

I wyll my bodye decke,
With coftly clothes, a boue my ftate

who then dare gyue me checke?
. Garments fom time, fo gard a knaue,

that he dare mate a Knyght,
Yet haue I fene a Nee in hemp,

For Checking often lyght.
The Peacocks plume flial not me pas

that nature finely framde
For coulord fylkes fhal fet me fourth,

that nature fhalbe lhamde,
My Sworde lhal get me valiant fame,

I wyll be Mars out ryght,